Twice did she swoon away there, in his sight;

He wept and he protested piteously.

"Now God," quoth he, "and all His angels bright

So truly on my spirit have mercy

As of your ills all innocent am I,

As is Maurice, my son, so like your face,

Or may the foul Fiend take me from this place!"

Long was the sobbing and the bitter pain
Before their woeful hearts could find surcease;
Great was the pity to hear them complain,
Whereof their sorrows surely did increase.
I pray you all my labour to release;
I cannot tell their grief until tomorrow,
I am so weary, speaking long of sorrow.

But, truth being known and all doubt now dismissed,
And Alia proven guiltless of her woe,
I think a hundred, times they must have kissed,
And such great bliss there was between the two
That, save the joy that nevermore shall go,
There was naught like it, present time or past,
Nor shall be, ever, while the world shall last.

Then prayed she of her husband, all meekly,

As for her pain a splendid anodyne,

That he would pray her father, specially,

That, of his majesty, he would incline

And that, some day, would come with him to dine;

She prayed him, also, he should in no way

Unto her father one word of her say.

Some men would say, it was the child Maurice

Did bear this message to the emperor;

But, as I guess, King Alia was too nice

In etiquette to one of such honour

As he that was of Christendom the flower,

To send a child; and it is best to deem

He went himself, and so it well may seem.

155